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you. I have only admiration for her unselfishness and
consideration.

STELLA: Oh, Mother.

MRS. TABRET: I always think we do best by people when we
help them in the way they want to be helped rather than
in the way we may think they should be helped. I would
sooner someone gave me a vanity bag that I hankered
after than a shawl to wrap round my old bones that I
didn't happen to want.

LICONDA: There's something in that, Nurse Wayland.

MRS. TABRET: I'm sure that Stella did Maurice most good
by answering him back in the same strain when he
chaffed her and when he laughed, laughing with him.

NURSE: I was nothing. I was only his paid nurse. He didn't
try to hide from me the despair that filled his heart. He
didn't have to pretend to me. He didn't have to be good-
tempered or amusing with me. He could be morose and
he knew I wouldn't mind. He could quarrel with me and
then say he was sorry if he'd hurt me and know he
couldn't hurt me. To make you laugh he plastered Ms
face with flour and painted his nose red and jumped
through a hoop. You only saw the white mask of the
clown; I saw his naked, tortured, triumphant soul.

STELLA: [The truth dawning on her, the truth that the NURSE had
loved him."\ What are you telling us. Nurse Wayland?

NURSE: I'm telling the truth at last.

STELLA: I wonder if you know what strange truth it Is.

LICONDA: But, Nurse, what you've been saying suggests
that he did have at least moments of despair when he
must have thought of suicide. We know that he was
overwrought last night. If his death was not due to
natural causes, surely it's extremely likely that he brought
it about himself.

NURSE: It was just one of those moments that I was on my
guard against. The chloralin was kept in the bathroom